jo                MUTINY MEMOIRS.
Late in the "evening we arrived at the
village of Hirchinpore, where we had as-
certained from people in the fields that
the fugitives were to be found. Again
our light-grey uniforms caused alarm
and confusion. The gate of a walled
. enclosure was shut in our faces, and it
was with great difficulty that we got
those inside to believe that we were
friends. At last, on our promising to
leave the men outside, Gough and I were
admitted; and we rode in, not without
suspicion that we might ourselves have
fallen into a trap. We found a very dark
old gentleman called Cohen, the zemin-
dar of the village, an Orientalised Jew I
think, seated in the doorway with a
gun in his hand, evidently determined in
case of treachery to sell his life dearly.
The fugitives of whom we were in search
had in despair stowed themselves away
in various hiding places, and when they
appeared presented a pitiable spectacle
from the effects of the hardships they
had undergone. All that night we had
to remain there while Cohen's people